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Marya Zaturensky 

They are so very old and brown and wise, 
One is afraid to look them in the eyes. 

Their bony fingers make a chilly sound, 

Like dead bones shaking six feet underground ! 

Their toothless singing mocks— they seem to say: 
"What I was yesterday you are today; 

Stars kissed my eyes, the sunlight loved my brow — 
You'll be tomorrow what I am now." 

They dream and talk — they are so old and lean; 
And the whole world is young and fresh and green. 

Once they were flowers, and flame, and livi ng bread; 
Now they are old and strange, and almost dead ! 

The old women spin at Willowsleigh; they fool 
And scold, and sleep. Once they were beautiful. 



SONG OF A FACTORY GIRL 

It's hard to breathe in a tenement hall 
So I ran to the little park, 
As a lover runs from a crowded ball 
To the moonlit dark. 

I drank in clear air as one will 
Who is doomed to die, 
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POETRY: .-/ Magazine of Verse 

Wistfully watching from a hill 
The unmarred sky. 

And the great trees bowed in their gold and red 
Till my heart caught flame; 

And my soul, that I thought was crushed or dead, 
Uttered a name. 

I hadn't called the name of God 
For a long time; 

But it stirred in me as the seed in sod, 
Or a broken rhyme. 

A SONG FOR VANISHED BEAUTY 

The house is desolate and bare — 
So long ago young Honora left 
Her quiet chair! 

Through the rose-bordered gardens, reft 
Of all her pretty, tender care — 
The silent hall, the lonely stair — 

No one can see her anywhere. 

Here is her shawl, her fan, her book — 

She is not there. 

No one remembers her bright hair, 

Or how she looked, or when Death came. 

Few can recall her name. 
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